See, the day begins to break.
And the light shoots like a streak
Of subtle fire ; the wind blows cold.
Whilst the morning doth unfold;
Now the birds begin to rouse.
And the squirrel from the boughs
Leaps, to get him nuts and fruit:
The early lark, that erst was mute,
Carols to the rising day
Many a note and many a lay!

Here be woods as green
As any; air likewise as fresh and sweet
As where smooth Zephynis plays on the fleet
Face of the curled streams; with flowers as many
As the young spring gives, and as choice as any;
Here be all new delights, cool streams and wells,
Arbours o'ergrown with woodbines, caves, and dells.

Through yon same bending plain,
That flings his arms down to the main,
And through these thick woods, have I run.
Whose bottom never kissed the sun
Since the lusty spring began.

FLETCHER (from The Faithful Shepherdess}

Rise up, my Love, my Fair One, and come away. For,
lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone; the
flowers appear on the earth; the time of the singing of
birds is come, and the voice of tije turtle is heard in our
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